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"Jamaica" 
Just a quick little PWP - entirely the product of my own twisted little imagination :-). And since | actually got 
around to writing the good (ie., slashy) part on Robert Plant's birthday, | thought it only fair that | let him be 
the one on top (big evil grin) 
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"Now this is more like it!" Robert Plant declared, throwing open the curtains. "You know you're in paradise when 


you see women in bikinis, hibiscus blossoms in the pool---" 
"La cucarachas in the drawers---" Jimmy Page muttered, swatting at something with a paperback book. 
"Pagey, come on. Look at this view," Robert said. 


"Yeah, the Bermuda fucking Triangle---" Jimmy said irritably. 


Robert looked at the guitarist in amusement. "Awww, did someone get up on the wrong side of the Starship?" 


Jimmy had slept the whole flight down. 


"Fuck off and---" Jimmy was interrupted by a pillow in the kisser. "Percy, you fucker, you are so dead----" 
With that, he grabbed a pillow from the other bed and went after the singer, letting out his approximation of 
the Valkyrie war cry Robert did so well. 


"Eat feathers, Page!" Robert ignored the fact that it wasn't a feather pillow for the sake of drama and went 


after Jimmy, who, somewhat to his surprise, wielded a mean poufy thing. 


"Okay, | found the ice machine." John Paul Jones poked his head around the door, apparently unfazed at the 
sight of half the band engaged in a pillow fight "Its down the hall almost to the elevators." 


"Oh, yeah, great. Thanks, Jonesy," Robert said, looking around from clobbering Jimmy. 

"Okay, truce, truce, trucetrucetruce----" Jimmy said, attempting to recover his dignity somewhat, then 
deciding it was a lost cause and whacking Robert in the butt with the pillow. The singer let out a yell 
somewhere between a Valkyrie scream and an opera aria - 
"YAAAAHaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhahAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" - and unleashed the full 
wrath of the poufy thing upon the hapless guitarist. 


"Mild barbarians, indeed---" Jonesy said with a laugh, watching the carnage. Robert, by that time, had Jimmy 
pinned on the bed, straddling him, and was pretending to hold the pillow over his face. 


"Oh yeah, I'm descended from a long line of warriors," Robert said, looking around. 


"The pillowcases must have come in handy when you needed a white flag," Jimmy deadpanned, swatting the 


pillow aside. 

"The cases we used in days of yore were chain mail," Robert pointed out, sticking his tongue out at the 
guitarist, then bopping him again with the pillow. "Had enough?" Realizing Jonesy had left, he got up and locked 
the door. 

I'd "had enough" of this a long time ago---" Jimmy grumbled. 


Robert sat back down on the bed with him. "What's with you? Why are you in such a mood?" 


"Im not in a mood--" Jimmy retorted, rolling over and burying his face in one of the pillows. Actually, he didn't 


know why he felt so utterly rotten 


"Pagey--" Robert sighed, rolling his eyes, then straddling the guitarist to rub his back "Damn, you're all tied 


up in knots." He worked his fingers into the guitarists tense muscles, trying not to lean too much on his weight 


on him. Jimmy was even more slender and fragile than he appeared, almost delicate. 


Jimmy whimpered, but didn't reply, melting under the singer's touch. After a few minutes, Robert leaned in, 
pushing Jimmy's dark hair aside to nuzzle his ear. Jimmy shivered and shifted position, rolling over so the 


blond could kiss him properly. 


"Is that better?" Robert said when their lips parted, backing off enough to look at the guitarist. He didn't know 
how Jimmy was with women - he'd heard the rumors, of course, and seen the whips Jimmy had in his 
suitcase - but when they were together, the guitarist definitely wanted to be dominated, no matter how much 


he claimed otherwise. 
"A little," Jimmy admitted. 


"Good. Now take your shirt off," Robert murmured, moving aside so Jimmy could sit up enough to comply. He 
pulled off his own, then gently pushed the guitarist back amid the scattered pillows, claiming his mouth in a 
long, deep kiss. 


"| bet | know how to make you feel better," he murmured teasingly when their lips parted 

"And | wish you would," Jimmy sighed, tilting his head back in a gesture of total submission as Robert trailed 
small wet kisses along his vulnerable throat, occasionally nipping gently at the soft skin. Shivering with pleasure, 
he clung to the singer, unconsciously digging his fingers painfully into Robert's back. Robert winced slightly and 
reached back to gently disentangle himself, pinning Jimmy's wrists while he slid a little lower, teasing one of the 
guitarists nipples with his tongue. Jimmy cried out, arching his back a little, obviously wanting more. Lost in a 
haze of pleasure, he didn't realize until a little too late that Robert had somehow contrived to tie his wrists 


together with his discarded t-shirt. 
"Percy?" he said, suddenly a little nervous - and a lot more turned on. "Wh-what are yous 2" 


"Shh--" Robert shushed him with a kiss. "We're going to play a little game, Pagey luv. You're not allowed to 
come unless | say you can. And you're not allowed to make any noise, either, unless | give you permission. And 


if you don't do as | say, you're going to be in big trouble. Understand?" 


Jimmy nodded, his eyes wide. He wasn't good at holding back once Robert got started on him, and they both 


knew it. And he'd never managed to not cry out. 


"That's a good boy." Robert kissed him again, then returned to what he'd been doing, licking and nibbling until 
poor Jimmy was almost in tears from trying to bite back his whimpers and moans. His erection was painfully 
constricted against his tight jeans, but Robert obviously wasn't in any hurry to remove them - he barely 
managed to stifle a startled cry when the singer unexpectedly bit playfully at his other nipple, shivering 
helplessly as he soothed it with his tongue. Finally, he felt the bed shift a little as Robert sat back, presumably 
to strip off the rest of his clothes, then leaned back in to finish removing his. He had his eyes squeezed shut, 
so he didn't realize what Robert was about to do - and couldn't stifle a startled cry when the singer abruptly 
deep-throated him. 


| knew you wouldn't be able to hold out," Robert smirked, straddling the shivering guitarist, who could only look 
at him pleadingly. "You know what this means, don't you?" 


"l--" Oh Gods, what is he going to do fo me this time” Jimmy whimpered almost fearfully as Robert looked 
around the room, his eyes finally alighting on the black sleep mask that he'd tried in vain to use on the flight 


down - unlike Jimmy, he found it almost impossible to sleep on board the plane. 
"Perfect," the singer smirked, retrieving it. 
Jimmy's eyes widened in actual fear. "Robert, don't, please - you know | hate being blindfolded---" 


"| know, but you were being such an insufferable little prat earlier--" Robert said, putting the mask over 
Jimmy's eyes and adjusting it. "And don't try to remove it or else | won't untie you." He didn't really mean that, 
but Jimmy didn't know it - and Robert knew he didn’t. "Tell you what. You can make as much noise as you 


want, but you still aren't allowed to come without my permission. Okay, luv?" He gave the guitarist a quick kiss. 


"Okay--" Jimmy said shakily, then realized with a jolt of something close to terror that Robert was getting off 
the bed. "Where are you going?!" 


"The blindfold is for being such an annoying little prat before. | still haven't punished you for disobeying me," 
Robert replied nonchalantly. 


Please don't fake my own whp to me again-- Jimmy thought desperately. He shuddered as the bed sank again 
under Robert's weight - then cried out helplessly when something very cold and wet trailed lightly down his 
throat and chest, then brushed across a nipple, followed seconds later by the indescribable heat of Robert's 


mouth. "Wh -- what?!" 


"Good thing for you that he found the ice machine," Robert murmured between licks. He trailed the cube 
lightly over Jimmy's body, following with his tongue, making the dazed guitarist cry out helplessly, shuddering. 


"Oh Gods, Robert, don't stop, | -- | -- oh Gods, | can't take anymore---" Jimmy didn't even know what he was 
saying. "| == I'm going to---" 


"Did | say you could?" Robert inquired lightly, leaning off the bed to dip his fingers in the frigid water from the 
melting ice cubes, waiting until they were quite cold - then quickly pushing one into Jimmy's tight entrance. 
The guitarist nearly screamed, arching off the bed in surprise. 


"Now remember, not until | say so--" Robert worked a second and third finger in, gently stretching. Finally, he 
withdrew, reaching for a nearby bottle of hand lotion and applying a generous coat to his own erection. He 
briefly considered rolling Jimmy over onto his stomach, but decided to shove one of the pillows under his hips 
instead - he very much preferred being able to look into Jimmy's eyes, and he intended to take the blindfold 
off once they got started. 


"What are you - oh Gods!" Jimmy let out a cry very close to Robert's Valkyrie wail when he felt the singer 
push into him, shuddering helplessly, wondering how something so uncomfortable could feel so good. When 
Robert was completely inside him, he leaned in for a kiss, then pulled the blindfold off and, after a moment's 
hesitation, disentangled Jimmy's wrists from the t-shirt. The guitarist immediately wrapped his arms around 
him, pulling him in for another kiss. 


"Am | still in trouble?" he said. 


Robert shook his head. "No, not anymore. Are you okay?" He needed to move so badly he thought he was going 
to pass out. 


Jimmy nodded. Robert kissed him again, pulling slowly back, almost all the way out, before thrusting in again. 


Jimmy cried out, arching his back. 


"Harder - c'mon, push -- push--" He was trying to twist around so the singer's thrusts would hit the right 
spot. The next one hit home and he let out a helpless cry on the verge of a scream as Robert pounded into 

him, finally submitting to his own pent-up lust. He shifted his weight a bit to take Jimmy's neglected erection 
in his hand, pumping it roughly in time with his thrusts. 


"Robert, | -- | can't hold back---" Jimmy cried. "Please--!" 


"Don't, luv, it's okay---" Robert wasn't going to be able to much longer, either. Jimmy tried to hold off for as 
long as he could, not really wanting to moment to end so soon, but he came a moment later, hard, screaming 
the singer's name when he did. Robert shuddered as he felt the guitarists already-tight muscles contract 
around him, after a couple more hard thrusts, he climaxed as well, crying out and clinging to Jimmy for 
several long moments before he finally rolled off of him to lie on the bed, panting. Jimmy snuggled against him, 
missing the warmth, and Robert took the guitarist in his arms. That was the other thing that had rather 
surprised him - the way Jimmy always wanted to be held and cuddled afterwards. / wonder if he's this 


vulnerable around women? 
"Feeling better now, luv?" he said, stroking Jimmy's dark curls. 


Jimmy nodded, snuggling closer. At least now he had an excuse to fall asleep. "You're right. This is more like it." 


He sighed happily, tucking his head under Robert's chin 


"Told you--" Robert yawned, hugging him a little tighter as they both dropped off to sleep. 


